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with mans (worne Spaufe • Cet not thy Sweet-heart on 
proudarray. 7 aa*VaroLd- , 

Lear. What haft thou bin? 

Sag. A Seruingman ? Proud in heartland minde; that 
curl’d my hairc, worcGloucs in my cap; feru’d the Luft 
of my Miftns heart, and did thcadlcof daikeneflc with 
her. S.worf as many Oathcs, as I fpake words, 2 c broke 
them in the fvvcct face of Heauen. One, that flept in the 
contriwing of Luft, and wait’d to doeiti Winelou’d J 
deerely, Dice dcercly; and in Woman, out-Paramour’d 
theTurke. Falfe of heart, light of care, bloody of hand ; 
Hog in floth,Foxe in, ftcalth, Wolfe in greedineffe, Dog 
in madneSjLyon in prey.Lct npt the creaking of (hoocs. 
Nor the milling of Silkcs, betray thy poorc heart to wo¬ 
man.. Keepe thy footeout of Brothels, thy hand out of 
Plackets, thy pen from Lenders Bookes, and defye the 
foulc Fiend. Still chrough theHauthorne blowcsthe 
cold winde r Saycs fuum, mun,nonny,Dolphin my Boy, 
Boy Sefiy : let him trot .by, Stormefttfl, 

Lear. Thou wertbftterin a Graue, thentoanfwcre 
with thy vneouer’d body, this extremitie of the Skies. Is 
man no more then this'? Confider him well. Thou ow’d 
the Worme no Silke; the Beaft, no Hide; the Sheepe.no 
W poll j;the Cat, no perfume. Ha? Here’s three on’s arc 
fophifticated. Thou art the thing it lclfe; vnaccommo- 
daced man, is no more but fuch a poore, bare, forked A- 
nimallaschouart. Off, off you Lendings ; Comc,vn- 
button beerc. 

. Enter Gloucester, with a Torch. 

Foole. Prythee Nuncklc be contented, ’tis a naughtie 
night tofwimme in. Now a little fire in a wildc Field, 
werelike an'ojd L etchers.hearc, a fmali fpark, all the reft 
on’s body,cold : Looke, heere comes a walking fire. 

Edg. This is the foule Flibbertigibbet; hee begins at 
Curfew, and walkesac firft Cocke : Hecgiucsthe Web 
and the Pin, fquints the eye, and makes the Hare-lippc; 
Mildewcs the white Wheacc, and hurts the poorc Crea¬ 
ture ofearth. 

Sivithold footed thrice the old. 

He met the Night-Mare,and her nine-fold; 

Bid her a-light,and her troth-plight. 

And aroync thee Witch,aroynt thee. 

Kent. How fares your Grace ? 

Lear. What’s he ? 

Kent. Who’s there ? Whatis’t you feeke? 

Glen. Whatareyouthere?YourNames? 

Sdg. Poore Fom, that eates the fwimming Frog, the 
Toad, the 1 od-polc, t-be wall-Neut, and the water: that 
in the furie o f his heart, when the foule Fiend rages, eats 
Cow-dung for Sallcts; fwallctvcs the old Rat, and the 
ditch-Dogge; drinkes the green Mantle of the (landing 
Poole: whoiswbiptfrem Tythingto Tything, and 
ftockc, pumftVd,and imprifon’d : who hath three Suites 
to his bacKc, fixe (hires to his body : 

Horie to ride, and weapon to wcare s 

Buc Mice, and Rats,and fuch fmali Dcare, 

Haue bin Toms food, forfeucnlong yeare: 

Beware my Follower. Peace Sroulkin,peace thou Fiend. 
Clou. What, hath your Grace no better company ? 

Edg. The Prince of Darkeneffe is a Gentleman. Modo 
he’s call’d, and c SVlahu. 

Cjlctt. Ourflefh and blood, my Lord, isgrownefo 
vilde, that it doth hate what gets it. 

Edg. Poore Tom’s a cold. 

Glou. Go in with me 5 my duty cannot fuffet 
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*r. He talke a word with this fame lerneHTu 

:isyourftudy? -*heb; 


T-obey in all your dtt)gbl« 7 h^d^S^^ s ;^—- 
1 hough tbpir Imumftipn be to barremy d 0o ’ ’ 

And let this Tyrannous night take boidvoon? 

Yet haue I ventured to come feeke you out ^° U ’ 

And bring you where both fire, and food h rM a 

Lear. Firft let me talke with this Philof^u • 
What is the caufe of Thunder ? 

Kent. Good my Lord take hi* offer 
Go into th’houfe. * 

Lear 

What isyourftudy 

Edg. How topreuent the Fiend, and to kill V„ •- 

Lear. Let me aske you one word in p r i uate ™ lt 
Kent. Importune him once more to go mv i* . 
His wits begin t’vnfettlc. Fhord, 

gieu. Canft thou blame him? 

His Daughters feeke his death: Ah.tnat 
He faid it would be thus: poorebanyan ^ 
Thou fayeft the King growes mad, lie tell thee P • . 
Iamalmoftmadmyfclfe. I had a . Sonne rien ^ 

Now out-iaw’d from my blood: hcfoug’ht mvlifk 
But lately: very late: I lou’d him (Friend) * 

No Father his Sonne deerer: true to tell thee 

The greefe hath craz’d my wits. Whac a night’s thiO 
I do befeechyour grace. “ ,s> 

Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir: 

Noble Pbilofopher, your company, 

Edg, Tom’s a cold. 

Glou. In fellow there,into ch’Houcljkeep thee warn 
Lear. Come, let sin all. 

Kent. This way,my Lord. 

Lear. Withhim; 

I will keepe ftill with my Philofopher, 

Kent. Good my Lord, footh him: 

Let him take the Fellow. 

Glou. Take him you on. 

Kent. Sirr3. come on: go along with vs. 

Lear. Come, good Athenian, 
glou. No words.no words.hufh. 

Sdg. Childe Rowland to the darke Tower came, 

His word was ftill, fie, foh, and fumuic, 

I fmell the blood of a BrittiCh man. Exm 
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** 9 9 ■ 

Enter Cornwall,and Edmund. 

Corn, I will haue my reuenge, ere 1 depart his houfc 
How my Lord, I may becenfurcd, thatNacu 
thusgiues way to Loyal tie, fofljcthing fearcs mee i 
chinke of. 

Cornw, I nowperceiue, it was not altogether yoi 
Brothers euill difpofuion made him feeke his death: bi 
a prouoking necric let a-workc by a rcprouablc badnef 
inhimfelfe. 

"Baft* How malicious is my fortune, that I mnft r< 
pent to be iuft ? This is the Letter which hee fpoake of 
which approucs him an inceliigent partie to the aduanrs 
gesofFrance, O Heauens]that thisTtcafon werenot 
or not I the detedtor. 

C0YH4 GowithmetothcDutchefle, 

Baft. If the matter of this Paper be certain, you hau 
mighty bufineffe in hand, 

Co?* 
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'^Corn.e rue or falfe,It hath made thee Ea rle of Glou- 

cefter: feeke out where thy Father is, that hee may bee 
t a dy for our apprehenfion. _ 

Bafi. Iflfinde him comforting the King, it will ftufre 
bisfulpition more fully. I will perfeuer in my courfc of 
Loyalty* though the conflift be fore betweene that, and 


my 


blood. 


firn I will lay truft vpon thee: and thou (halt finde 
deere Father in my Joue. Exeunt. 


Glou. Good friend} I prythee take him in thy artlitfs j 
I haue ore-heard a plot of death vpon him: 

There is a Litter ready, lay him in’c. 

And driue toward Douer friend, where thou (halt mcetc 
Both welcome, and protection. Take vp thy Maftcr, 

If thou fhould’ft dally halfe an houre, his life 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him. 

Stand in affured lofle. Take vp, take vp, 

And follow me,that will to fomeprouifion 

Giue thee quicke conduit. Come,come,aw ay. Exeunt 


Scena Sexta. 



Enter Kent , and Gloucester. 

Clou. Heere is better then the open ayre,take it rhank- 
(jjlly: I will pecce out the comfort with what addition I 
can: I willnotbelongfromyou. Exit 

Rent. All the powre of his Wits.hauc giuen way to his 
ijnpatience; the Gods reward your kindnefle. 

Enter Lear, Edgar t and Foole. 

Edg. Fraterretto cals me, and tells me Nero is an Ang- 
| er in the Lake of Datkneffe : pray Innocent, and beware 
the foule Fiend. 

Foole. Prythee Nunkle tell me,whether a madman be 
aGetitleman.or a Yeoman. 

Lear. A King,a King. 

Foole. No, lie’s a Yeoman, that ha’s a Gentleman to 
hisSonne: for hee’s a mad Yeoman that fees his Sonne a 
Gentleman before him. 

Lear. To haue a thoufand with red burning fpits 
Come hizzing in vpon ’em. 

£dg. Bleffe thy fiue wits. 

Kent. O pitty : Sir,where is thcpatience now 
That you fo oft haue boafted to retainc ? 

Edg. My teares begin to take his part fo mucli, 

They marre my counterfeiting. 

Lear. The little dogges, and all; 

Trey, Blanch,and Svvcet-licarc: fee, they barke at me. 

Edg. Tom, will throw his head at them : Auauncyou 
Curres, be thy mouth or blacke or white : 
Tooththatpoyfonsifitbitc: 

Maftiffe,Grey-hound, Mongrill,Griro, 

Hound or Spaniell, Brache,or Hym: 

OrBobtaile tight, orTroudle taile v 
Tom will make him weepe and waile. 

For with throwing thus my head; 

Dags leapt the hatch, and all arc fled. 

Do,de,de,de: fefe: Come, march to Wakes and Fayrcs, 
And Market Townes : poore Tom thy home is dry, 
Lear. Then let them Anatomize "F^gan : Sec what 
breeds about her heart. Is there any caufe in Nature chat 
makechcfehard-hcarts. You fir, lentertainefor one of 
my hundred; only, I do not like the fafhion ofyour gar¬ 
ments. You will fay they are Pcrfian ; but let them bee 
chang’d. 

Enter G loflcr. 

Kent. Now good my Lord,lye heere,and reft awhile. 
Lear. Makenonoife,makcnonoifc, draw the Cur- 
taines: fo,fo,wee’l goto Supper i’th’morning. 

Foole. And He go to bed at noone. . ‘‘rij r 

Clou. Come hither Friend: 

Where is the King my Mafter? 

Kent. Here Sir,buc trouble him not,his wits are gon. 


ScemSeptima . 



Enter Cornwall, Regan , Goner til, Baftard, '* 

and Seruantt. 


Corn. Pofte fpcedily to my Lord your husband,’ (hew 
bin this Letter, the Army of France islanded: feeke out 
the Traitor Gloufter. 

Reg. 'Tang him inftantly'. >- 

Gon. Plucke out his eyes. 

Com. Leauehtmtomydifplcafure. Edmond, keepe 
you our Sifter company: the reuenges weeare bound to 
take vppon your Traitorous Father, are not fit for your 
beholding. Aduicc the Duke wherevou are going, toa 
moll lefttuate preparation : we ate bound to thelike.Our 
Poftes.fhall befwift,and intelligent betwixt vs. Fare¬ 
well deere Sifter, farewell my Lord of Gloufter. 

> Enter Steward. 

How'now ? Where’s theKing t 

Stew. My Lord ofGloufter hath ccnuey’d him hence 
Some fiue or fix and thirty of his Knights 
Hot Qiieftdfts after him, met him at gate, 

Who, with fo«ne other of the Lords, dependants, 

Are gone with him toward Douerj where they boaft 
To h3uc well armed Friends. 

Corn. Get liorfcs for your Miftris. 

Gon. Farewell fweet Lord.and Sifter. Exit 

Corn. Edmund farewell :go feek the Traitor Glofter, 
Pinnion him like a Theefc, bring him before vs ; 

Though well we may not paftc vpon his life 
Without the forme ofluftice: yet our power 
Shall do a curt’fie to our wrath,which men 
May blame, but not compcroll. 

Enter Gloucefier^nd Seruantt. 

Who’s there? the Traitor? 

Reg. lngratcfullFox,’ti»he. 

Corn, Binde faft his corky armes. 

Clou. What meanes your Graces? 

Good my Friends confider you are rny Ghcfts; 

Do me no foulc play,Friends, 

Corn. Binde him I fay. 

Reg. Hard,hard: O filthy Traitor, 

Glou. Vnmevcifull Lady,as youare,I*nie uone. 

Com. To this Chairebinde nim, 

Villaine, thou (halt finde, 

Glou. By the kindr Gods, ’tis mod ignobly 4<S'1C 
To plucke meby the Beard. 

Reg. So white, and fuch a Traitor ? 
glou. Naughty Ladle, 

Thefe haires which thou doft rauifh from my chtQ 
Will quicken and accufe thee. I am yout Hoft, 

With Robbers hands, my hofpicable fauours 

You 

.. . .. . - lll.ll . - -.I | M ill--- 
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